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LIVES WORTH KNOWING

father awakened him, made him rise from his bed
of warm furs, then dared him to roll in the snow
before he put on his heavy skin clothing.

Chief Yellow Robe often took his son hunting.
The father taught him the secret of the woods,
the habits of animals and birds. When the chief
shot a deer or elk, the boy helped skin it and
bring it back to camp.

The lazy Indian Summer day when he killed
his first buffalo was one of Canawicakte's proud-
est. The tribe had been roaming on the banks of
the Belle Fourche River. His parents had not
gone with the hunting party, for now there were
other small brothers and sisters who could not
go so far. But Canawicakte went on this hunt-
ing trip with his uncle and aunt. Even then, lie
had not expected to get any hunting at first
hand, for it was his duty to care for the large
herd of ponies while his uncle. Iron Plume, went
looking for buffaloes. One day when the uncle
was absent from camp, a crier shouted that a
great buffalo herd was moving towards cam]).
The men and boys all prepared to join in the
chase. Canawicakte knew he should not leave
his aunt's tepee, but temptation was too great.
He watched his chance until his aunt had gone
out to hang up some drying meat. Quickly he
snatched his bow and arrows, and a length of
buffalo-hide rope to use as a horse-rein. He
jumped on his fleet-footed horse, and raced after
the hunters,

Three thousand of the animals were grazing
on a broad stretch of lowland. Stealthily the
little party crept behind the hills. Then sud-
denly, with a great whoop, they made the charge.
The mighty herd stampeded. In the intense ex-
citement, Canawicakte lost control of his pony.
Ears straight back, the pony dashed directly into
the midst of the stampeding animals, and raced
with the herd. At first the boy was frightened,
for the buffalo brushed against his sides, and
he feared he might be brushed off his horse and
trampled to death. But within a few minutes
he regained confidence. His arrow flew through
the air and hit its mark. A yearling fell, A
second arrow finished the task, A great pride
swept into his heart, for with the bow and arrows
he had made for himself he had killed his first
buffalo. Dismounting, he tied his pony to a sage-
brush. As his father had taught him, he skinned
the buffalo. Since he was riding bareback, and

had no saddle to which he could tie the pulling
rope, he knew it would be impossible to take the
whole animal back to camp. There was nothing^
to do but to throw the buffalo hide over the
pony's back.
The fresh skin terrified the pony. It bucked
and kicked. Finally, to cure the pony's fright,
Can a \vica kte rubbed buffalo blood on its nose
and face. He had no more trouble, but loaded
the skin and hind-quarters on the pony's back,
and returned to camp. He threw his proud
burden on the ground in front of his aunt's lodge,
turned his pony IOOMI, then rested while a deli-
cious buffalo roast was browning over the coals.
Although the uncle and aunt had been worried
about the boy, they greeted him warmly, and
asked eagerly about his part in the chase. When
they knew thai Canawicukle had really killed a
buffalo, they were overjoyed.
His boyhood contained many other exciting
events, but perhaps one of the most exciting oc-
curred at a trading post on the Missouri River.
Canawicakte and his brother were playing in
front of their lod^e when they observed a
strange-looking being walking towards them. He
was white, with long hair and beard. He wore a
large hat and a fringed buckskin suit, and on his
shoulder carried a musket. With growing fear
they watched his advance. Was this an evil
spirit coming to steal them? They ran back to
tell their father what they had seen, and begged
for his protection, They were puxjdcd when
Chief Yellow Kobe only laughed and told them
that the strange sight was a white man* They
had never before seen one.
One day, when Canawicakte was fifteen years
old, his father came home from a council and
solemnly announced that he had promised to
send two of his children away to school Little
realizing how greatly their lives would be
changed, Canawicakte am! his brother only
thought it would be great fun. Immediately
they were in a state of intense excitement. When
the day for departure arrived, they donned the
new skin clothing and fine moccasins which their
mother had made. As a final touch they painted
their faces. But when they saw the big trains
they lost their enthusiasm, and would much
rather have returned home with their father.
Brave warriors never complained, so the two lads
kept silent when their father gave them into the